When I was a youngster living in the country we had a neighbor who's name was Dave. He was the strongest man I have ever met. He could lift a car while you changed the tire! Once when I was visiting with Dave I asked him when winter comes where did he put all his tractors? He told me how he arranged them in the barn, and the last tractor he would pick up the front end, and walk it in like a wheelbarrow, and I said "I would have to see this"! So, he made sure I was there when he was ready to put the tractors up for the winter, and sure enough he picked up the front end of one his smaller tractors and walked it into the barn.
Both of my brothers had 1950 Packards when they went off to serve our country. During this time I managed to put the rear end out of one of the brothers Packards. Dave told me if I could come up with another rear end he would change it. The other brother's Packard was in Detroit, and he said if we wanted to get it we could have his car for parts.
I talked to a couple of my buddies about taking me to Detroit to pick up the Packard, and one of them said OK if I bought the gas. This was a two hundred mile round trip, and none of us had very much money. My mother said she would pay for the gas. So off we went to Detroit in one of the buddy's 1940 Ford panel truck. The Packard was drivable so I started out for home with my buddies following me. However, a few miles from home the Packard ran out of gas. So the buddies said they would push me the rest of the way with the '40 Ford truck. However, I knew I wanted to drop the car off at Dave's house, which came before our house, they did not! Boy talk about poor communication. When I tried to wave them off as we approached Dave's house, but they thought I wanted them to speed up! Well I tried to turn into Dave's drive anyhow! I think I might have made it only the drive was a glare of ice, and I shot across the yard until I came to an apple tree. This all happened while Dave was looking out his front window. The back end of the car raised up from the sudden stop, and just when I thought I made it without an injury the portable radio that was on the back shelf of the car came up, and hit me in the back of my head.
It was a good thing this car was going to be a parts car, because it was now! http://clubs.hemmings.com/chva How times have changed I also remember both my brothers having shotguns, and all I had was a 22 rifle, but I wanted to have a shotgun of my own. I asked Dave if he had any shotguns that he wanted to sell, and he said yes. He had a tired old 20 Gauge shotgun, and said he would sell it to me for eight dollars.
The shotgun's sight was missing, the barrel was rusty, and the stock and forearm needed refinishing, but I still bought it.
I was taking shop class in school at the time, and took the gun to school to restore as a class project. I worked weeks on refinishing the wood and staining it. After that was done my shop teacher said he would show me how to re-blue the barrel. After all that was done the gun still needed a new sight. I glued one of my mother's white hat pins on the end of the gun, and now it looked like a brand new shotgun.
I must have had that shotgun at school for a couple of months. Today, if they even found a gun in your car at school, you would be done! Recently a six year old kid took a boy scout knife with the fork and spoon built into it to school, and he ended up in serious trouble! Anyway back to the shotgun and our neighbor Dave who was also great mechanic, and would always take the time to show us boys how to repair things. So, needless to say, I was at Dave's place every chance I got.
His work bench always had about ten projects on it all apart at the same time, and I would think boy when I grow up my work bench won't look like his. Now, when I look at my work bench I think of him often, because my work bench looks the same way his did.
One day when I was over to Dave's he had a 1950 Hudson coupe in the yard, and I asked him who it belonged to, and he said he had just taken it in on a trade. Then he asked me if I wanted to buy it. I asked him how much. When he told me how much, I told him that I did not have that much money. Then Dave asked me if I had any guns to trade. I told him I had a 20 Gauge shotgun that looked like brand new. Now, I remind you this is the same man I bought the shotgun from for eight dollars. He told me to go get it, and he'd take a look at it. When I returned with the shotgun he asked me how I wanted to trade, and I said I would trade him even up, and he said OK! I have always wondered if he know it was his old shotgun. I am sure he did! Boy now I was the owner of a 1950 Hudson coupe. I was dating my first wife at the time, and I started driving the car back a forth to her place when one day I had a blowout. I had never even looked in the trunk, and when I did there was no spare tire, or jack.
About this time a classmate who's father owned a junk yard pulled up with a wrecker, and asked if I needed help. I asked him how much it would cost me for a spare tire and a jack for the Hudson. He said twenty dollars, and I told him that was more money than I had invested in the whole car! Next, I asked him what they would pay me for the car, and he said thirty five dollars, and I told him I would take it if he threw in a ride home.
It's hard to believe today I junked a 1950 Hudson coupe, because I had a flat tire! Written by.
